CHAPTER X

a

HIS PERSONALITY AND CHARACTER

IT is eight years since Abdul Samad died. Nothing
is left of his physical composition. It is perhaps
all dust and bones. He has moved into the apparent
nothingness which is enveloped in the eternity of
time, and from where nothing returns, nothing is
known. The beyond towards which he has moved
is still shrouded in deep mystery. For all that, his
personality is alive with all of us. We see him in
our mind's eye any day and every day. He has not
left a philosophic creed or a political dogma by
which to remember him; his name is not associated
-with any philanthropic institute or charity show; he
did not die a martyr in any political or religious
cause; yet he survives as a man. His enduring
character, his more enduring personality is still in
our midst. It will be there long after we are
reduced to dust and ashes.

A tall, slightly thin man, wearing a French cut
Tseard, and with very dark penetrating eyes, usually
clad in very ordinary clothes did not impress one
much. At home in his arm-chair smoking a * hooka'
in the manner of a Russian count, he was still less
impressive. But the moment he spoke aixl you
"remained a few minutes in his company your impres-
sion was changed. His courtesy overwfae!

